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Wherein you rode with your six hundred men
To meet at Haddington but two days since
These sixteen hundred border folk I led
And pass with me to Seyton ; did you find
Your life more light in you or higher your heart
Inside that habit than this woman's coat
That sits so short upon you ?

Queen.                                   By my life,

I had forgot by this to be ashamed
Of the strange shape I ride in. but your tongue
Smites my cheek red as is this scanted weed
Wherein I mask my queenship: yet God knows
I had liefer ride thus forth toward such a day
Than hide my sick heart and its fears at home
In kinglier garments than this mask of mine,
Thus with my kirtle kilted to the knee
Like girls that ride in poor folks' ballads forth
For love's sake and for danger's less than mine.
Yet had I rather as your henchman ride
At your right hand and hear your bridle ring
Than sit thus womanly to watch men strike.

Bothwell.   There will be parleying first; I hav<

word of this.

That they set forth at heaviest of the night
From Edinburgh to cross our march betimes,
And by the French ambassador your friend
At Musselburgh were overtaken, whence
We look for news by him what hearts they bear,
Wha.t power and what intent; he hath ta'en on him
To stand between our parts as mediator